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Dear Hal: 

Your letter arrived as a partially pleasant surprize; let me dispose of one 
predilection on your part about my intentions, past, present or future. 

First, Workman was notified of the location of those books before I left 
San Francisco in September, 1968; so was Hal Verb; so was Bud Fensterwald 
before he left for San Francisco during his trip out here; now, all this 
crap about my somehow having either sold all those books and/or burned them 
and/or forwarded them to the J. Edgar Foundation... .is pure horseshit, of 
the most pungent variety. 

Of that 5,000 book shipment, I gave out some 300 to various newsmen and 
corporate principals, in hopes of advancing the cause directly or indirectly; 
the only books I sold were 11 - get that, eleven - which I managed at $2.00 
a crack through an ad in the San Francisco Chronicle; but, that ad cost me 
27.50! Thusly, I have the interesting letters from the motly eleven that 
ordered said books as the head-end of my alleged profit at your expense, but 
little else. 

No matter what my intentions, Hal, honorable or otherwise, no one made a buck 
off your efforts ; it's that simple. So far as I know, the books still reside 
at 2340 Pacific Avenue in San Francisco, in the under-garage basement, just 
where I paid to have them moved from the Golden Gateway Center. 

Now, to more productive matters, I would hope: 

When I left San Francisco in 9/68', it was in considerable haste - a couple of 
farewell calls, a glass clank or two with a couple of hookers in my apartment 
complex and a handshake from my friend-associate. Bill Turner; armed with a 
then- fresh divorce threat - and some from several principals I then thought 
were involved in RFK's execution - I came to ye ole Lotusland to smell the 
roses locally or the burning calderons of fresh tar in nearby Orange County. 

In the ensuing 2 and 1/2 years, I have managed to finish off the divorce (by 
non-contasting it), lock horns with the entirety of the Los Angeles. official 
Establishment, alienate most of the upper eschelons of the news media, and 
expend some $75,000 in personal (we settled the Blue Chips case; I got a five 
figure fee) and borrowed money - all in pursuit of a story with the pretentious 
title: "The Investigative File Behind: The 'Plot' To Murder RFK". And, no one 
has bothered to guaratee that either this investment or my life is safe in any 
way. 

When I tell you that I have effectively solved RFK's murder, complete with the, 
overall modus operandi applied by the intelligence apparat that was the Force a 
behind it, you might still be inclined to say I should see that it gets publish 




HAROLD WEISBERG: 



PAGE II 



It, . ^ . * 

ed - that is, if you still harbor the" thought that book writing can somehow 
hav,e any effect on my Force X (which *.1 dedfice, is the same Force X you wrote 
about in Coup d'tat); I no longer believe t^at this is the way to go, albeit 
I make no claim that there is any viable way '■to bring about an honorable just- 
ice in these matters; so, I'm going for the kind of; roses that wi.ll allow me 
to vent my spleen, collect my chips, and move out of the cross-ha, irs to some 
part of this earth that will let me and mine grow reasonably old, with reason- 
able grace. This may not be your cup, I know, but I'll not blow my health as 
you seem to have done, to say nothing of your hard-earned resources, to boot, 
all in pursuit of a justice that cannot be effected within the framework of a 
society incapable of saving itself. 

My parting shot is projected in a motion picture titled "III", which we are 
rushing toward production as soon as possible;(see the enclosed letter -from 
one of our principals) with this vehicle vie see the only mechanism available 
to tell the essential truth behind "Assassination, U.S.A." the non-fiction 
title of the generic book identified in a Hollywoodian epic of non-such pro- 
portions; and, it is not merely another James Bond thriller, so to speak; it 
is the story of not merely the murder of a Presidential candidate - but it is 
the story of all those factors, institutional and otherwise, that merge into 
the promulgation of another fraud amongst national frauds that have blossomed 
into view since November 22, 1963; it is a story that could not/would not/and 
therefore did not happen in America; maybe TIME will review the film and say 
that it is a flimsy attempt to portray events that took place in Hungary or 
Poland, not good ole America; but, maybe some of the nation's youth will see 
beyond all this; maybe they will see the national news media in a clinical 
truth they only now suspect is hidden beneath the pompous smirks and smooth 
rhetoric of its frontmen; maybe, but I doubt it. 

The essential reason for this synicism is born not only of frustration; it is 
that which one Harold Weisberg has been trying desperately to tell his fellow 
citizens for many years, chunk at a time; of course, I reasonably assume you 
still believe your own warnings. 

Over these last two+ years I must admit I yearned to have one Harold Weisberg' s 
counsel in my efforts, if only to sensitize my intellectual fervor; it is not 
easy to cope with the kind of truth that brutes its way before you when you 
play this game of citizen-sleuth; but, you know all that of long experience; 
so does Garrison; we must be parts of the smallest minority in America, eh? 

Kaiser's book is enormously important - for v/hat it is, not v/hat he says it is; 
I've worked closely with him (sub rosa)since the day in August, 1968 that LOOK 
dispatched him to review our initial findings (which, self-servinglv, he kissed 
off); his reference to my being a Ramparts principal is an indication of just 
how meticulous RBK was overall in the pursuit of the truth; here he merely jux- 
taposed my association with Bill Turner, who erringly still sits quietly by as 
Ramparts' swindler-Leftists continue to capitalize on his name without paying 
him dime-one for the privilege; anyway, back to RBK's efforts; his book is like 
many primary (first outers) in this unique field: it is a beginning. 

The only meaningful aspect of Kaiser's book is his revelations about Sirhan's 
reactions to and under hypnosis; he proposes a premise that I can back with the 
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kind of physical evidence that would ordinarily stand up in any Grand Jury, 
let alone a court room; that Kaiser continued to react to Sirhan', the con- 
scious creep - and Sirhan, the hypno-conditioned vegetable-robot, .all in the 
same fashion, only goes to show that Kaiser spent -about 2 years chasing his 
own shadow; to wit, Sirhan was programmed by an element that has, mastered the 
science and art of hypnosis like no others on thisr.earth, and Kaiser did not 
take the time to delve into this, even when the occassion demanded it be done; 
remember, Robert Blair Kaiser, while considered by his brethren a very good 
magazine writer, is just that: a very good magazine writer , not an investiga- 
tive journalist ; as you know, pal, there's one helluva distance between the 
two. 

While I won't go into the details here, let me say that Kaiser found out in 
July, 1969 that he had spent the preceding year compiling a Forward to our 
book; at this time he stumbled onto a hidden intra-office police document 
(a cop pal of his handed it over, knowing he was writing a book on RFK's 
murder) that absolutely and irrefutably proved that which we had known, but 
couldn't evidentially prove before, that Sirhan and our friendly preacher pal 
had, in fact, been figuratively (and possibly literally) been in bed with one 
abother just before the murder; ultimately, Kaiser turned that document over 
to me, which, after following it all the way through, led m£ to all that which 
I earlier alluded to as having been behind the crime; in other words, Kaiser 
hesitated for a considerable time before he could no longer fight his Jesuit 
conscience on the matter, then he came through; then, some 8 months .later, 
after I had proved out the lead, I offered it to him to add to the tail end 
of his book, which was not yet in its galleys;. he accepted the material, but 
refused to Include it as suggested; his reasoning, while never admitted per 
se, was that to drop in that facet would have been to admit that his was not 
a viable book at all, but only a prelude to a far more interesting tale, the 
peripheral events that took RFK's life; it was that simple; as I said, Robert 
Blair Kaiser is a good magazine writer, that's all; and, as such, he could not 
take a spoke out of our wheel to make his vehicle run; he had a huge invest- 
ment in personal resources and time in his own angle, v/hich he could not kill 
off with the kind of candor available to him; it's sad, but true. But, it Is 
that same kind of consideration that confronted me when I found that I had to 
go for salvation money, not out-and-out proliferation of the truth per se. 

A copy of our files has been In the possession of the (then) U.S. Attorney 
Matt Byrne since October, 1969 (which he took out of his LA office with him to 
Washington, D.C. when he joined Bill Scranton 'sTokesters on Campus Riots; I 
was told Byrne turned over the file to some U.S. Senators; we'll see; maybe.) 
Then Chief Deputy Attorney General Charlie O'Brien (just beaten by LADA Evelle 
Younger - who prosecuted etc. et al Sirhan)- for the State AG's office had had 
our files since August, 1968, which he, too, took out of office with him just 
last week; neither had the wherewithal! to make a move on the matter, because 
both their superiors refused to allow an intervention! but they both knew what 
had - happened in RFK's murder - and they didn't need our files to prove it; it 
just so happened that both found out long before that one of the component 
parts in RFK's murder had been the principal operatives within the local law 
enforcement agencies who "investigated" the crime; they were beaten by the 
system, as it was being manipulated by Force X operatives; that's where it was 
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at, they knew it, but blew it; now you kno^ why I'm not still dancing on the 
dainty petals of that wilting flower of hope called the great American dream 
any longer; I got "it" higher along the -theoretical line of justice than any 
of us and still the effort failed; is there any wonder that Garrison crapped 
out way down where he was? f. 

I've been in contact with the highest of Kennedy principals; their situation 
is almost beyond belief; they have a catholic belief that "He" is going to 
save them somehow; they are but a microcosm of the great American delusion 
that everything will somehow right itself, that the troubles being suffered 
by this nation and world will just go away, all in due time; and, as we can 
see during the intermissions of every Coliseum-like sporting event on- TV these 
days, that curious combination of religion and super-patriotism promotes the 
national voodoo syndrome to ever-increasing heights; my, but England looks 
good these days 



I would much more like to sit down with you and rap on all this for endless 
hours (hello there. Father Confessor?), but that'll have to wait until I've 
finished advancing "III"; please know that I was considerably disturbed by 
the news some time back that you had been felled by illness; it was not that 
I didn't write to inquire because of non-concern, but I had also heard that 
the mention of my name only added to your pains; I trust this letter will not 
set you, back any. 



My time in America is now limited, whatever happens professionally; should I 
have to chew Gringos with the Mau-Maus, then that's the way it'll have to 
be. I just simply cannot continue to live in a country that is allowing it- 
self to self-destruct. I am too much the coward to suffer the emotional death 
that comes from knowing what it is I know about the murder of men and nation. 



My very personal word to Lillian; that's some kind of woman that will ( ride out 
this kind of storm; let history record that there^wsyen't many like her, as 
well I can testify. 

rsonal Regards, 

JGC:bm 




.Gr-tHRISTIAN 



Enclosure 




